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The Cap and Bells 
by KPG 


Summary 


Catwalker meets up with Loveybug after a difficult day in his civilian life. 


Notes 


In case you weren't aware, there's a new AU over on Tumblr, the Loveybug AU. What you 
need to know here is that Loveybug is Ladybug's version of Catwalker, ebullient in her 
expressions of love. Here is a central place to get more information! 


I have my first fic coming in January (it's Sabine POV!), but I wrote this ficlet on Tumblr, 
and people didn't hate it, so I thought I'd put it on AO3 to get a little practice posting stories. 


I've gifted this to the people who gave this idea legs, so if you know the AO3s of blur0se and 
wolflover2426 (if they have them), I'd love to add them to the gift list for this story. 


(And yes, the treading on dreams imagery comes from Yeats. I am not that brilliant.) 


You can find me on Tumblr as @cardiac-agreste. 


He’d told his new partner that the Arc de Triomphe would be an excellent regular meeting 
place for them to talk and recuperate. It had a broad, flat top for laying down. It was centrally 
located. It was also a tall landmark, which gave them the security of high ground. He’d 
presented his case, but given how much Ladybug had enjoyed the Iron Lady and Notre 
Dame, he underestimated how easy it would be to convince her replacement. 


She had been effusive in her praise. 


“A brilliant idea, Catwalker! It’s so energetic!” She flitted around the perimeter, drinking in 
the views from every corner as he stood behind, marveling at her passion. 


“Shhh, listen to the cars.” She closed her eyes and swayed. Then she popped like a firework. 
“I love this city!!” she said as she threw her fist in the air in celebration. 


When he landed atop their spot after a rough day with his father, he was bursting with joy. He 
got to see her again! And she wanted to see him, too! He rarely had people— 


“My lord, you’re already here!” 


Catwalker spun on his heel. She’d snuck up on him again! His eyes rolled up from the ground 
to her face, and his breath hitched. She, a being of pure light. She, zipping through space 
without a sound. She, illuminating everything in her path. A figure of tulle, of chiffon, of 
organza. 


She skipped toward him and threw her arms wide for a hug. She leapt at him with a broad 
grin on her face. “I missed you!” she screamed right into his chest as he teetered back, 
whether from the force of her body or her joy. Her muffled voice vibrated as she nuzzled 
against him. He remembered a song he’d spent a summer playing on repeat, fantasizing about 
exactly this kind of girl. Careening through the universe, your axis on a tilt. 


She danced back out of his reach and twirled on her heel, leaving a wisp of nutmeg and 
cloves behind. A hint of allspice. He could be all spice; could she? Settle down. 


She took a deep breath and screamed to match the honking horns of evening traffic. “I feel 
alive!” 


Loveybug, Loveybug, Loveybug. 


When he’d met Ladybug, all knots and tangles and grit, he thought he understood what Keats 
meant by a steadfast, bright star. He thought she was his future. He thought many things. But 
she rejected him, and then she rejected him, and then she disappeared. Then so did he. 


He’d met Loveybug as Chat Noir. She seemed happy to be around him, but starstruck, too. It 
was time for Chat Noir to fade away and pass on the mantle. Catwalker would mourn Chat 
Noir (and possibly Paris would!), but he needed a reset. He owed it to her, who entranced him 
effortlessly and shared her heart with him. 


So here they were, beneath a night sky full of her blue eyes on a curtain of her black tresses. 
He spread his dreams beneath her feet and she came to him, treading softly. She lay her cheek 
against his chest. He rested his chin atop her head. And together they hummed a lullabye to 
old partners, and together they murmured a sonnet to new ones, and together they were 
together. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


